66	NUDA   VERITAS
short time. The first night I was taken in to dinner by. Lord
Dudley, and we had hardly got beyond the first course when
he began to tell me how sorry he was that my home was going
to be sold up.
" You must explain to your mother," he said, " that it is
no fault of mine, the affair is entirely in the hands of my trustees
and I am powerless."
I knew, of course, that my home was in danger, but I did not
know that Lord Dudley was one of the many Peters from whom
we had borrowed to pay the many Pauls. The information
imparted under such circumstances overwhelmed me with a
great sense of self-pity. I looked around the table at the
brilliant bejewelled company all laughing and lighthearted
and I wanted to cry. Then the incongruity of the occasion
began to appeal to me, and I saw it all as a colourful farce.
Was not the intense light and shade of life almost interesting ?
Here was something real at last to counterbalance the sham
that I had so long resented. At least I was no longer sheltered,
and this was no sham !
Years later, when I was lunching alone with H. G. Wells
and Arnold Bennett and they fell to discussing the psychology
of pain, Bennett said that whenever he was unhappy he
analysed it and found it interesting. And I remembered that
night at Bagshot Park, and that after the first shock I, too, had
found it interesting.
However, I arrived home on the Monday morning with my
soul in rebellion, cursing a social scheme of things that neces-
sitated such situations, and I declared angrily :
" I'm sick of all this.   I'm going to be a governess I **
My father laid aside his book, removed his reading glasses
and looked at me in a kind of ironical way :
" I should advise you, my dear, to find a husband ; it is more
permanent."
I may add that he never did go bankrupt. Great sacrifices
were made on the part of my mother to save him, and something
inadvertently happened that helped me considerably, to see
everything in a new aspect. It was quite a small incident:
E. V. Lucas gave me a little volume of short stories by Chekov*
In it I discovered a heap of characters—intense, purposeless,

